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the rest of the gear. We took back the pilot, the
instruments, all wireless gear and some bits of the
engine.

About 1.45 I started up and taxied very carefully
back to the other end of my patch. It was surrounded
by rising ground strewn with limestone boulders, Mac
and my fitter trotted at either wing tip to warn me of
hidden boulders, Mac got fearfully hot! Then one of
the Fords met me with all the gear at the end from which
I was to take off. I did not wish to taxi with the heavy
load. Then we loaded up. I had to be careful, because
we were 1,000 feet up and it was warmish, so I should
not be able to get off with too heavy a load. We said
good-bye to Godsave, and I took off. "Vaivode"
climbed manfully. We got one nasty down dunt just
after getting off, but I pushed the throttles full open
and we breasted it all right. It was very bumpy on the
way back, but we had the wind astern and it only took
two and three-quarter hours, and we got in at 4,30 p.m.

All the way back along the Darb we were ballooning
up and down on the air currents as much as 500 feet.
The waves seemed about 3 miles from crest to crest.
I would be at 3,000 feet, and then sink to 2,500 feet
one and a half miles further on, and then, without alter-
ing the throttles, I would shoot up again to 3,000 feet.
Each shoot up was preluded by colossal rolling bumps.
When I arrived home I had Mac to tea on our lawn.
He said he had enjoyed himself very much. The
whole day's flying was six and a quarter hours. I felt
devilish tired when I got back. I had been flying late
the night before, and had not had a great deal of sleep,
because I had had so much to arrange before going.
But that night I slept like a log.